THE FLASH OF LIGHTNING 
CREATED BY THE MAD SCIEN- 
TIST HAS NO AFFECT 



MASTERMIND MAKES USE 
OF HIS POWER TO PROJECT 
HIMSE LF ANYWHERE AT 
WILLT 



OUR PLANS HAVE BEEN DE- V, 
STROyED. I PROMISED TO STOP 
THAT MUNITIONS TRAIN BUT-*! 
LIGHTNING HAS INTERFERED J. 




( WHAT WAS M 
\ THAT? ^t 
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/ that was a"w 
(clever trickM 
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r THAT DIDN'T WOR<AND 
.NOW IT'S MY TURNj^ 
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NOW I THINK YOU'LL 
ALONS MOPE _ 
.PEACEFULLy/ 



I MAD JUST ENOUSH ENERS/ 
LEFT TO PROJECT MySELF 
HERE. I MUST RECHARGE 
My eooy 





/SAV THIS APPLE HAS) 
I A FUNNy TASTE. 1 r _-- / 
\WONDEB. . . __' / 






^K5S*& 


if 9h ^ ~'f" 


1^3 


1 


6T> ' ^^M^ ^ 







I THE CRASH OP THE BOLT TEARS A HOLE IN THE ( 
PROW AND KNOCKS THE MEN UNCONSCIOUS 




MASTERMIND RETURNS TO THE 
WAREHOUSE STORE ROOM 



THE BOLT FIRES THE EXPLO- 
SIVES AND FLAMES TWIST ' l 
SKYWARD FROM THE END OF / 
THE KUINEO WAREHOUSE 




/•THIS IS SBT TO GO OFF IN V 

[ THIRTY SECONDS. IT'LL SIVS) 

V ME TIME TO GET OUT) — ' 

> lOF HERE — ' 
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MASTERMIND F/NDS THE CAPTAIN'S 
QUARTERS WHERE GAIL WAS 
CHECKING SHIPMENTS WITH HIM 



/this will keep you 

\__FROM ANY TRICKS j 




CAPTAIN BLITZ, THE HAR- 
BOR IS PREPARED FOR <■ 
VOUR ENTRANCE. THEY] 
ARE BUSY WITH THE J 
Fl RES I STARTED jB 




M«ANWHIUE THE PROW OP THE 
BOAT ON WHICH LIGHTNING WAS 
THROWN SLOWLV GOES UNDER 
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THE COLD WATER REVIVES 
HIM AS THE EPPECTS OF 
THE POISON WEAR OFP 




.THE GERMAN SUBMARINES 
[HAVE RECE/VED MASTER- 
-MIND'S MESSAGE AND HAVE, 
COME FOR THE KILL 





Raven 








COME ALONCO 

DOC. WE'VE GOT 

A PLACE FOR 

GUYS LIKE YOU 





IN COURT ARE DETECTIVE 
SERGEANT DANNY DARTIN, 
IN REALITY, THE RAVEN , 
HIS FIANCEE, LOLA, AND 
HER FATHER, CHIEF OF 
POLICE LASH . . . 



CHIEF, WILL YOU GIVE ME 
PERMISSION TO RE-OPEN 
THE DOCTOR'S CASE? I 
Ml&HT PROVE 
HIM INNOCENT J FIND HIM 



WHY, THAT DOCTOR WAS 
PROBABLY KNEE DEEP IN 
MEDICAL RACKETEERING-, 

AND HE HAD i <J 

TO BUMP OFF I WHAT AN 
ONE OF HIS r-^IMA&INATION 
GANGSTER / YOU HAVE ! 
PALS _/ BOTH THE BODY 




THE RAVEN SOON VISITS 
TLIE HOME OF JOHN GRIMM 



BOY, WHAT A MANSION 
CRIME SURE IS PAYIN&- 
TUIS &UV WELL 



NOW THAT I'M INSIDE, I'LL 
SEE IF ANYBODY'S HOME 
50UNDS LIKE SOMEONE'S 

IN THAT 

ROOM J 5AY ; BOSS, ARE 



NOT YET, JOHNNY. WE'LL 
WAIT UNTIL THEY CrlVE 
THE DOC THE BUSINESS 



SO THOSE TWO 
MUGS THINK THE 
DOC WILL DIE 
FOR THEIR CRIME.' 
- - BUT NOT 
WHEN THERE'S 
RAVEN ! 





GOT TO COME OUT OF ) 
THIS SPIN. IF 1 CAN J \ 
STRAIGHTEN OUT, 1 \ 1 
MIGHT COME OUT OF Jff 
.THIS ALIVE ^_^W 




4*tJ 


'ggF 





WHAT A BREAK ! I'LL 
GRAB ONTO THE ROW BOAT 
AND STAY AFLOAT UNTIL 
I OET MY WIND BACK 




GOT TO MAKE IT. WHEW.' 
AND SOME PEOPLE THINK 
THE AGE OF MIRACLES 
IS PAST .' 



THANKS 


FOR THE 


RIDE 


1 IT WAS 
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LIFE - 


SAVER ' 
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'D BETTER NOT LET THAT MUG- &ET 
AWAY. HE KNOWS WHERE GflIMM is 
HIDING- 



BOTTOMS 
UP, MU& 1 


YhEY, DON'T.' 
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I'LL MAKE SURE YOU 
DON'T TIP OFF GRIMM, j 
SO LONG-, RAT I 




AT JOHN GRIMM'5 HIDEOUT 


CHEE, E 
5WELL 
THE TV 
,OF US 


JOSS, IT'S SURE^l 
UP HERE JUSTy 

I/O J~ ^v 


J AND AFTER 
f TONIGHT WE WOM'T 

HAVE TO WORRY 
\ABOUT THE DOC 
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BOSS, DID YOU ' 
HEAR THAT? 
SOUNDED LIKE 
SOMEONE WAS 
OUTSIDE THE 
DOOR 



YOU'RE 
HEARING- 
THINGS. 
COME ON, 
POUR ME 
ANOTHER 
DRINK 






OKAY, RAT. YOU'RE GOING" 
1 TO CONFESS TO THE KILLIN& 
THAT DOCTOR WATSON 
WAS CONVICTED OF 




GIMME A BREAK. LET 
ME GO AND I'LL GIVE 
YOU FIFTY GRAND. I'VE 
GOT IT HIDDEN IN > 
THE HOUSE _. -f* 

>• — _ _^y (ok. 


\ FIFTY GRAND.' 
] WHEW. 1 THAT'S 

/ A LOT OF MONEY 

' 1 COULD PUT IT 
TO GOOD USE . 

AY, I'LL TAKE IT 
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- I KILLED JOE MIGUEL 
BECAUSE HE WANTED 
MORE THAN HIS CUT. 
HE WAS TRYING TO GET 
60SSY AROUND THE MOB. 
THEN " 
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AND YOU NEARLY GOT 
AWAY WITH IT; YOU 
SLIMY CROOK .' 




COME ONj RAT. IT'S 
FIVE O'CLOCK. I'LL TAKE 
YOU FOR A RIDE TO j 
THE PRISON . ~— -^ 
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HECK, IT'S &ETTIN& DARK 
--WONDER WHAT TIME 
IT 15 



\the raven; 

SURE I'LL 
HELP. THE 
PHONE IS 
INSIDE ON 
THE DESK 





MORE ADVENTURES OF THE 
RAVEN IN THE NEXT ISSUE 
OF LIGHTNING- COMICS 



@MME/tCY HOSPITAL. 
DR. JIM tSR/KDLEV AUAS - 
Dn. HEnESIS, IS SUDDENLY 
SUMMONEQ TOAAfSW-A/VCE 
DUTY 




BUT HE DIES BEFORE HE 
CAW /VA/16 THE WnDEliER. 



I HEARD HER SAY THE GIRL 
WASWSCREO SVWER CRAZY 
BROTHER. /BETTER. TRY AND 
PICK UP WHAT THEW ARE 
SAY/A/G . 




■AfitfEAVWHILE W ANOTHER 

PART OF THE CITY 



IT'S NOT DEATH.. IT'S ) THE WOMAN'S 
A WHITE AriSEL. HE'LL) WUSflANDIS 
SAVEA-IY t_ _ r^LSINa THERE. 
WIFE . ^y^ArO CAME TOO LATE 
^yJhSnTO SAVE HIM 






MAfivo SEES THE MM HANG IK 
MlO-AtR.... 


/ THEy DIP TKUT TO ^r 3 ^^^- 


j DISTRACT THE CSOWO.. |- i ic'^ 

1 THE)-WE CONFEDfWTES JlS B » 

V OF THE JEWEL THIBfV™ BBS 
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SUPPFNLV, MAPVOANP JOAN FIND 
THEMSELVES 8F1N(S ATTACKEp... 



FROM OUT OF NOWHBBF AN Aino-fin?0 
APPEARS AND THE DIAMOND SACK tS H«JKf 

g H THE ag,fg _^. 




.. .81/T TITO COULD NEVER RESIST 
A RDPE.'-.. SO- 


( Hjy/ SET OFF. 
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W THEY'LL TAKE CAItt Of 

VOURMOWK... HEW 1 went 

R AND I'll. TAKE CASE OF 
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V KEFP VOLfR CHIN Y PLEASF HUflftV ^ 




UPJCWN... 


I'll 1 IKE HHT... ITS 




B\ Be with you IN A TroaiAi* 




H» A SECONOf 




MARw? KICKS M 
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ON THE SWiUtf^B 
... AND THE Q 
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WHIRRING 1 




FAN SLAWS 1 ..- 




b;' f 4h 


EAT INTO 1 ' 




HIS BONDS. ■ 
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ftEANWHUE... 

tito, still oh 
his joy ride 

HAS IDEAS Of 
his Own... 
HE HAS WHOO* 
EDTHE SAG 
Of DIAMONDS 
•■■THiNKINa 
THEY ARF 
flSAJWTS.-.. 





TtTO MAKES 
A FLYING 
t£AP TO 
THBBCKr., 


p\[ H£V! stop ] 
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MEANWHILE JOAN IS /ST THE ftDUCf 
STATION PIEAP1N3 WITH THE SEPSENT . , 


/ SURE NOW, MISS... " 
/ WE HADTHEWHOlE 
1 ARM ASOUNDTHB 
\ STORE BLOCKED 

V OFP. . . THE/ COUtDNT 
v SffT AWAY.' y 


/ euT 1 teu^-> 

/ you THEY HAVE 
j TAKEN THE DtA- 
1 MONDS 6Y 
A PtANITOSOME 

\ BOAT IN THE 
\_— HARflC* 


^Jv* 1 1 POuCt J 
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/ SUKS, Yg'RE TOO PRETTY 






f A LASSTOfifFUSH' 


MEN' 






I ORDER OUT THE HARBOR 






>t PATROL! 
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THINKS 
THEY ABE 
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K THE FBUO 80»BJ THt BCOT, A TO- 

riwc wcr it sTAtmo wm nc tmiss... 
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Y£S7ERDAy I MET A SMA1.L 
BAND OF NATIVE PRIESTS WHO 
SAID THE/ WERE DRIVEN FROM 
THE VALLEV OF VANGO.. 



This native priest toid ms"-^ 
about an idol of the sob vango, 
with two rare slue diamonds 

FOR EVES/" 
T» * 




LOOK... THE 

NATIVE PRIESTS ARE, 
STILL CAMPED HERE ' 




THESE ARE <?UEER BOWES. 
SEEM TO B£ ALIVE // 
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WDDENiy.... I WE'VE FOUND 
"'I AT LAST/ 

OP VAN&Cy", 



l#%^ 





|UT FUBWE EVES ARE 
'*ATCH/NS THE TWO 
WHITE WEN/ 




3I0WC0 JACK, REACHES INTO ,...AND HUflLJ IT INTO THE, 
HiS KIT FOR. THE STICK. 8LAZINS FURNACE/ 
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.ITHOur FEAR, C0N60 
JACK CONFRONTS THE 
STARTLED NATIVES/ 



SEE RAU IS EVIL AND ~\ 

VAN&O PUNISHES HIM J 
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TH£ WHITE ONE IS RIGHT.' 
RAU HAS DISPLEASED VANSO 
WITH HIS HUMAN SACRIFICES ' 
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the: demon copv bov of the Daily Star / 

- WHEN THERE'S TROUBLE AROUND, HAPS 
SURE TO BE IN IT/ HE.RE'5 HIS LATE5T THRILL 
ER, HOT OFF THE PCE55 /// 





SO MY UNDERSTUDY, WHOM 
I RECENTLY PIO.ED.CAN 
£__/ IMPEBSONATE ME AND 
I COLLECT THE MONE Y 




The Lobo 



By Cliff 



THE brassy Arizona sun gleamed on the steel 
handcuffs that manacled the small, lean man's 
wrists. It made deep, black shadows within 
his empty holsters. Time and again he turned his 
thin, gaunt face to glance anxiously back over the 
surging hips of his sorrel, as if to catch a glimpse of 
his pursuers in the hazy, wavering distance of 
cholla and cacti -studded plain. 

Before him, and within a mile, .rose the brushy 
carpeted foothills. Deep, sharp-sided gullies slotted 
twistingly into them. Within their bewildering maze 
B posse could make a fruitless search for days. 

As the sorrel clattered into the quiet coolness 
of the ravine, the lean rider's furtive eyes darted 
right and left. Pinon pine and mountain cedar 
blocked his searching gaze. A mountain jay flut- 
tered past his shoulder, caused him to jerk his 
head in that direction. Every cfash of the sorrel's 
hoofs on the stony bed of the coulee seemed to 
jar him into more rigid tenseness, to sharpen his 
wariness. 

Clattering around a sharp bend in the gully, the 
small man suddenly brought the sorrel to an 
abrupt halt. To the right, and about fifty yards 
ahead, stood a rock hut. With its single, glassless 
window and heavy, closed door, it stood compact 
and lonely in a rather large clearing a hundred 
feet up the slope. A dozen steps to one side of it 
w'as a wooden bucket in a tiny, grassy pocket from 
which a sun-silvered trickle of water corkscrewed 
down the slope among the rocks. 

The rider shot a quick, anxious glance over his 
shoulder, as if he had caught sounds of pursuit 
down the gully. Then his cunning eyes narrowed 
contemplatively on the bucket and the spring be- 
side it. 

The thin fugitive shrugged his shoulders, tickled 
the sorrel with his gut-hooks, rode up the slope. 
Dismounting beside the spring, he kneeled beside 
the grass-girdled pocket of cool water and thrust 
both hands into it above the wrists. 

The thick door of the hut stirred, opened an 
inch. The creak of it caused the lean man hunk- 
ered above the spring to stiffen, tighten his thin 
lips. 

"Stay as yuh are, or I'll kill you!" 

The hunched figure at the spring froze into 
statuesque immobility His manacled wrists re- 
mained in the cool water. His furtive eyes seemed 
fascinated with the bubbling spring, remained 
fixed, unblinking. 

"Mebby I'll kill yuh anyway!" 

THE voice of the figure standing spraddle- 
legged in the open doorway was similar to his 
sinister appearance — coarse, rough.^vicious. Tiny, 
glittering eyes stabbed out from cavernous sockets 
on either side of a flat, broken nose. Sunlight put 
stripes of fire into his bright, red hair, glinted on 
the heavy Colt clutched in his thick, knob- 
knuckled fist. 

The thin fugitive at the spring remained like a 
statue carved from granite. Not a muscle twitched 
as the occupant of the hut crunched across the 
gravelly dooryard and towered above his stooped 
figure 



"I ain't likin' strange hombres to wash their 
dirty paws in my spring!" growled the one with 
the gun. "Who in hell do yuh figure yuh are, 
anyway?" 

The lean one with his- wrists in the water 
twisted his head, peered appealingly into the hard, 
vicious features above him. Then he lifted his 
hands from the spring, held them out explana- 
torily. The sun flashed down on the steel that 
bound them. 

"I'm Pin-Wrist Garret," he replied meekly. "I 
didn't figure anybody bunked here. Saw this water 
an' jes' had to have it to get these damn irons off." 

The moment Garret stood up, the gun in the 
other's fist was rammed into his ribs, shoved him 
back a step. The red-haired one's tiny, piercing 
eyes glued to the handcuffs, the empty holsters 
on the lean thighs. 

"Don't try to git funny with Jack Smith!" he 
snapped. "This cocky yarn about gittin' hand- 
cuffs off with water — think I believe that? What 
do yuh really want?" 

Pin-Wrist Garret seemed to cringe back. "Jes' 
like I said. Smith. Some cold water to git these 
wristbands off. I've done it more than once." He 
shot a worried glance along his back trail leading 
out of the gully. "But I guess I ain't got time now. 
I only had a couple of spare minutes. You used 
them all up. I gotta push along now until I c'n 
find another spot — more private. That posse is 
too close!" 

A cunning, reluctant expression dawned in 
Smith's features. "Wait a minute, Garret!" he 
barked. "Git in that hut! I'll bring up a bucket 
of water. Now move!" 

Garret instantly hesitated, glancing sharply at 
Smith. "An' then lock me in, eh?" he chortled, 
some of his meekness gone. "Bounty hunter, eh? 
I don't know you, Smith. I'll take my chances 
along the trail — if I got any." 

Smith gave him a vicious shove toward the rock 
hut and tilted his gun. "Ever hear of Pete Mor- 
gan? He's the killin'est an' smartest outlaw that 
ever hit these hills. Never gits caught, an' there 
ain't a lawman in five hundred miles with guts 
enough to hunt him down. He spraddles 'em all 
out full of lead! Wal, Garret, Pete Morgan's a 
friend of mine, see? Sometimes when he's on the 
duck, he stops in my place here for a breather." 

Still the frown of concern didn't leave Pin- 
Wrist's lean face. "How do I know that ain't a 
stall? An' what about the law bunch tailin' me 
right now? Even if I could be sure of you, that 
ain't stoppin* 'era!" 

Smith kept his gun level, then dipped the bucket 
into the spring with his free hand, brought it up 
brimming full. 

"Never mind them," he replied. "This place is 
like a fort, an' I'll keep my eyes peeled while yuh 
work. But you're gonna show me how water 
shucks wrist irons, or I'll blow yuh apart an' turn 
yuh over to your posse friends! 'Cause if it c'n 
be done, I'm passin' on the dope to Pete Morgan, 
my friend." 

Garret's eyes pleaded, his lean face writhed with 
entreaty. "But, hell. Smith, one man can't hold off 



Locksmith 

Howe 

that sheriff an' his men! Let me. git movin'!" 

Jack Smith sneered contemptuously. "Stop 
mouthin', yuh jelly-spined rat! I'll take care of 
any taw hombres that try to bother yuh — that 
is, if yuh can git them irons off like yuh said." 
And Smith laughed. 

THE interior of the hut was poorly lighted and 
as badly furnished. Setting the bucket down in 
front of Garret, Smith's glance went to the fugi- 
tive's empty holsters, then to the shackled wrists. 
Approval shone in his eyes. 

"Git workin'. Garret!" 

Pin-Wrist Garret gulped, then stuck his hands 
into the cool water. For five minutes he kept them 
there, explaining in a faltering voice: 

"Cold water thins the — the blood, shrivels your 
hands kinda like. That's only p-part of it. Yuh 
gotta know how to work the knuckles of your fin- 
gers, too. Jes' watchin' me will — will only give yuh 
an idea how it's done, "cause it's better — better 
to have 'em on to understand the bone part. Only 
I won't have time to show yuh that, Smith." Gar- 
ret suddenly broke off, shot a terrified glance to- 
ward the open door. "What was that?" 

Smith gave a scornful laugh. "You're as jumpy 
as popcorn! Didn't hear a thing m'self!" 

Garret gave a sigh of relief, pulled his wet 
wrists from the bucket of cold water. Then care- 
fully, and ever so painstakingly, he worked the 
steel band on his left wrist over the back of his 
hand until it reached the knuckles of his fingers 
and thumb. At this point, he folded his thumb 
into his palm. Then with his other hand, he 
crushed together the knuckles of his fingers at the 
.same 'time forcing the band over them. Likewise, 
he freed his other hand. 

"Cripes — Pete Morgan can sure use an idea 
like that!" Smith gasped. 

Garret smiled wanly, then stood up. Stuffing the 
handcuffs into his pocket, he rubbed his wrists 
and headed for the door. 

"Wouldn't mind tyin' up with this gent yuh call 
Pete Morgan," he said, admiration threading his 
voice. "Him an' me 'ouehta be able to do pretty 
good together. But hell, I never git around to 
meetin' the right hombres. Besides, I got to be 
hitthV out of here pronto. That posse — " 

Smith's eyes were glowing, as he caught Gar- 
ret, by the arm. "Listen, Garret, I might be able 
to fix it with — with Morgan, yuh know. That little 
trick of vours with those cuffs would do it, I think. 
But I'd have to know exactly how to work it, see 
— I mean the bone part." 

Garret frowned and nulled awav. "Sorry, Smith, 
but the hombres in that posse that's huntin' me 
ain't gonna be waitin* elsewhere fer me to finish 
makin' demonstrations. I'm rid'n'!" 

"The hell yuh are!" growled Smith, yanking him 
back into the room. "You're showin' me, or I'll 
slap yuh all over these rock walls!" 

Mollified, Garret cast a wistful glance toward 
the open door. Then pulling the wrist irons from 
his pocket, he threw them at Smith. 

"You win," he groaned. "Put them on, then, an* 
I'll show yuh," 



Smith caught them, stared blankly at Garret. 
"They're still closed, locked. I can't git 'em on this 
way, yuh damn fool!" 

"I -forgot. Give 'em back. I've picked more than 
one lock with a horseshoe nail." 

As Garret took the long nail from his vest 
pocket, Smith's eyes narrowed suspiciously. 

"Say, if yuh can pick that lock, why in hell 
didn't yuh do that in the first place instead of 
soakin' yuhr wrists?" 

Garret sniffed contemptuously. "How could I? 
When your wrists are only two inches apart it's 
impossible to bend your fingers down so's to pick 
a lock—especially when the keyhole is on the side 
of the lock toward your body." 

Smith scratched his head. "I hadn't thought 
about that. You're right." 

Suddenly Garret jerked rigid, his eyes stabbing 
toward the open door. "I heard somethin' that 
time, Smith! Take a look-see, will yuh? Hell, 
man, if they find me — " He broke off the thought, 
seemed to finish it within his mind. 

Smith gave him a withering, cynical sneer. 
Nevertheless, he walked to the door and stood for 
a moment scanning the gully and the stony trail 
winding down to the plain. When he returned, 
Garret tossed the handcuffs to him. They were 
open. 

"Damn if I c'n figure how a mollycoddle like 
you could git in trouble," mumbled Smith as he 
snapped on the wrist cuffs. "Now what do I do?" 

Garret pointed to the bucket of cold water on 
tfie floor. "Yuh gotta stick your hands in there. 
Remember what I told yuh about thinnin' the 
blood so's to make your hands smaller? Wal, 
you're pretty big, yuh know." 

Obediently, Smith got to his knees, jammed his 
fleshy hands into the cool spring water. At the 
same moment his manacled wrists disappeared 
into the bucket, Garret calmly reached down and 
plucked his gun. 

Smith paled, cursed. Jerking his fists from the 
water, he glared hotly at Garret and his own gun 
staring him in the face. 

"What — what the hell is the idea, Garret?" he 
demanded, the jangling handcuffs blending with 
the piercing sharpness of his voice. "Put that gun 
back, yuh little squirt, an' finish tellin' me how 
to git these damn shackles off!" 

"Here's how!" And Garret grinned triumphantly 
as he held up the key he had used instead of the 
nail when Smith had gone to the door. "Git up on 
your feet, yuh rat!" 

Smith's tiny, pig eyes became ugly red with 
fierce rage. 

"Why, damn yuh, Garret, yuh don't know who 
I am! I'm not Jack Smith. That was jes' a stalL 
I'm the gent yuh wanted to tie up with the killer 
who never gits caught. Why I can blast a dozen 
lawmen to dust with that gun any time, day or 
night. I'm Pete Morgan!" 

Garret laughed and prodded the outlaw with his 
gun. 

"Now isn't that jes' dandy? I'm Jefl Chamber! 
-t'-the new marshal of Dusty Forksi" 



tff£V£RAL MONTHS LATER 

IN A QUIET NEW ENGLAND TOWN. . 



tfHE PEOPLE BEGIN TOFLEE. 
BUT THE PLMOE SWIKES QuiCKLi 




WELL ID BETTER PUSH 
THE FUTURESCOPE AND 
SET TO THAT CONFER- 
ENCEAT THE MEDICAL 
CE/VTER . 



ARRIVES AT THE MEDICAL CEt/TER 



WHI2ZPVSHES THE FUTURESCOPE, AND GENTLEMEN AFTER CAREFUL OBSERVATIOH 



I HAVE DISCOVERED THAT THE MALIC AM- 

CROCES &ERM IS CAl/SWG THEPLA&uE. 

'A*o CURE FOR IT HAS BEEN DISCOVERED. 

AMD IF WE DON T FIND ONE SOCW, THE 

ENTIRE WORLD AMY BE WIPED OUT 






< 


m 


1 


w 


CROCES 

toftmuU 


t 


MM 


I 




DO YOUHEAfi ME WHIZ WILSON. 
I'LL GET MY REVENGE. YOU AND 
YOUR EARTH WILL SUFFER FOR 
THIS. GUARD! CALL THE G^AftP. 




ftfwZZ RETURNS JO 1111 AND 

EXPL AIHS TO DR. MENDEZ HOW 

HE GOT THE ANTI-MAUCAN- 

CROCES SERUM 



YOUNG MAN IF YOU'RE TOO 
MODEST TO CLAIM FAME FOR 
DISCOVERING THE SERUM, 
\SAY SO.BUT BONY &IVEUS 
VllrWAT HOKUM. HAW HA . 





_^/LL THE MAD DOCTOR STONE FULFILL 
HIS REVENGE ON WHIZ 11- WATCH 
FOR THE FURTHER ADVENTURE S OF 
WHIZ WIL%OM M LIGHTNING COWS. 



